heavy silver and dusty cut glass, It was understood
that it was kept for best, to replace^ on state occasions,
the stubby yellow-handled knives. But no one could
remember when it had last been used, or explain how
it hadn't long ago been taken round the corner to the
pawnbroker. There wasn't a mantelpiece or an inch
of stair-rail that you could touch without bringing
away your finger-tips covered with dust. In my first
week I*offered to help Mrs Sarum clean the staircase.
"Nonsense, girl/' she replied complacently. etlt ain't
dirty. Liza cleaned it a week ago/' The streets
through which I trailed on my occasional outings might
have been cut from the same pattern. As soon as you
got off the bus from the centre of London you noticed
that the air was colder, or misty as well, if it was cold
below. The flowers in the bedraggled little strips of
public garden were faded even in early autumn, ancl
the muttering figures on their benches seemed to draw
no warmth from the midday sun. In winter the cloak
of dust and dirt fell thicker than ever. It was heavy
on the barred windows of the silent basements, it
clogged on the dark green palings of the asphalt-pathed
squares, it covered with a thin veil the leaves of the des-
pondent evergreen bushes.
My excursions outside the rain-coloured world to
whose sky I wakened at ten in the morning through a
grimy upper window became fewer and fewer. The Soho
pubs had lost all their fascination for me. The only one
of their customers who was sympathetic when I returned
was a woman called the Human Seal, who had a tank act
and was also pregnant. I went down to Canvey Island to
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